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"whether he thought it was possible to make love to a person who
was perfectly hideous."
"You don't mean Aere?" purred the preposterous lady, tapping
her bosom, which resembled Glastonbury Tor, except that in
place of the tower, it held aloft a big golden brooch, with the
tips of her fingers. "You mustn't encourage my astrologer to make
fun of his old woman in her own house."
Mr. Evans' countenance as he now turned it towards John
showed no distaste at being called Mrs. Legge's astrologer. It
was animated by a rush of all the learned and recondite folk-
lore that John's question summed up.
"There is a profound esoteric doctrine, Crow," he said sol-
emnly, "in what you've just remarked. Our old Cymric poetry
is full of references to it. Ceridwen herself, the Welsh Demeter.
appeared frequently in an unpleasing shape; and in the History
of the Grail it is recorded again and again that the Grail-Mes-
senger was of striking ugliness. Ugliness seems indeed to have
been one of the most common disguises of thai Feminine Prin-
ciple in Nature which------"
"But Evans, Evans!" interrupted John, "Wasn't it a Phorkyad
that Goethe in Faust makes Mephistopheles------"
"Chut! Chut! Man-alive!" cried Mother Legge. "Don't 'ee in-
vocate Mr. Orphanage in me Besi Parlour. Such devils, as he be,
may be ones for liking we when us be frights; but / baint asking
for their hot hugs yet awhile! What do you think of these
naughty lads' chatter, Tittie, me poor child?" And she leaned
forward out of her big chair raising her voice.
"I can't hear . . . hear . . . you . . . very well, Auntie. Me
pains be bad."
"These gentlemen say that there be men what 'ud cossec we,"
shouted Mother Legge, "when us hadn't a tooth left in our head I"
"You were allus one for your bit o' mischie, Aunt," replied
the sick woman with a great effort, fumbling at the rug over
her knees with her bony hand, "but 'twould be different if ...
'twould be different if------" Her voice died away in a moan of
pain. The pain took various shapes in Tittie Petherton's con-
sciousness according to its intensity. What it resembled now was
a round black iron ball of a rusty blood-colour, covered with